weary, and Henry Norman, although he had heen dancing ^
with vigour and dancing was one of his accomplishments,
was a little tired. We had a last drink together and talked
of the New Year. 1 am bound to say that his outlook
was far from being cheerful. In every country in Europe
he seemed to foresee possibilities of trouble, and for the
first time I found him taking a really despondent view of
European affairs. In my efforts to restore the Christmas
spirit, I was driven to trying my hand at manufacturing a
rum punch in a huge silver bowl which I had won in
far-distant days at golf. The punch was excellent. All
except Fay Norman confessed to that semi-somnolent
condition which precedes the gentle intoxication of a well-
spent Christmas. We parted cheerfully and shouted fare-
wells and all sorts of wishes as the lights of the cars went
flashing down the avenue. That was the end of Christmas
1938.

205